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PREFACE 

M.  LOYSON,  a  distinguished  French  writer,  has  written 
this  stirring  letter  on  Serbia's  resistance  and  sufferings 
in  the  present  war. 

It  is  a  great  honour  for  me  to  preface  it,  although 
I  am  conscious  that  my  words  could  never  equal 
his  sublime  eloquence  and  passionate  desire  to  see 
Iniquity  punished  and  Justice  triumphant  in  the 
world. 

I  am  confident  that  every  reader  of  his  words  will 
feel  in  them  the  beating  of  the  noble  heart  of  France, 
that  France  who,  bleeding  from  her  own  wounds 
inflicted  by  an  overbearing  invader,  is  still  subduing 
her  own  pains  to  give  comfort  and  assistance  to  Serbia, 
the  weaker  sister  in  the  path  of  glory  and  sacrifice ; 
that  France  who,  forgetting  neither  her  own  children 
nor  her  sacred  soil  trampled  under  the  foot  of  brutal 
slave-drivers,  still  in  the  nobility  of  her  character  is 
burning  with  just  indignation  at  the  foul  Bulgaro- 
German  conspiracy  against  Serbia  and  European 
liberties. 

If  the  presiding  genius  of  humanity  has  ennobled 
the  fight  of  the  Allies,  France  is  the  standard-bearer 
of  that  Alliance,  on  whose  banners,  written  in  blood 
and  glory,  stand  the  words  of  Justice  and  Freedom 
for  all  nations  big  and  small,  good  and  bad.  That 
is  whv  the  name  of  France  stands  for  that  of 


Justice,  because  France  is  Freedom,  because  France 
is  Ideal. 

Presently  M.  Loyson  is  addressing  himself  to  the 
British  Public,  since  he  is  aware  that  no  appeal  in 
the  name  of  Justice  and  Humanity  will  ever  be  made 
in  vain  in  this  country  of  free  and  proud  Britons. 
Moreover  he  firmly  believes — and  his  belief  is  shared 
by  all  who  know  Great  Britain  well — that  there  is  no 
humanitarian  ideal,  no  noble  movement  of  the  soul 
of  France,  that  will  not  find  a  most  sympathetic  re- 
sponse in  the  British  heart.  There  is  no  French 
battle  for  Freedom  and  Justice  that  will  not  be  whole- 
heartedly supported  by  Great  Britain's  might. 

If  France  has  entered  into  this  fight  with  all  the 
tlan  and  all  the  ardour  of  her  impetuous  genius, 
Great  Britain  has  entered  it  with  a  dogged  persever- 
ance of  determination  and  with  an  unexampled 
courage  equal  in  victory  and  misfortunes. 

All  the  hopes  of  Serbs  and  Serbia  for  the  redress  of 
their  wrongs  are  based  on  this  unshakable  alliance  of 
Great  Britain  and  France,  as  the  organising  and 
protecting  forces  of  European  democracy.  Their 
victory  means  the  triumph  of  Justice,  and  that  means 
the  healing  of  Serbia's  wounds. 

V.  R.  SAVIC, 

PALA.CB  HOTEL,  BLOOMSBUBY,  Formerly  of  the  Press 

February  1917.  Bureau  in  Belgrade. 


THE  GLORY   OF   SERBIA1 

A  letter  to  Jean  Guewrenoff,  Bulgarian  Aviator 

10th  December  1915. 

OVER  and  over  again,  Jean  Guewrenoff,  have  I 
searched  for  the  postcard,  which  one  day,  in  1912, 
during  the  splendid  Balkan  war,  you  flung  down  to 
me  from  your  aeroplane  just  soaring  high  and  dart- 
ing up  towards  the  Turkish  lines,  in  all  the  thrill 
of  an  azure  sky  dappled  with  shrapnel,  in  all  the 
exaltation  of  your  faith  in  the  liberation  of  peoples. 

There  it  is  at  last,  your  pasteboard.  I  hold  it  in 
my  hands,  all  smudged  and  blurred,  shrivelled  and 
shrunk  like  a  forger  abashed  who  hides  his  face  in 
his  hands,  sable  and  mournful  as  if  it  announced  a 
bereavement.  Not  the  death  of  Serbia,  but  the 
death-blow  to  the  honour  of  Bulgaria. 

Be  witness  here  then  (to  the  shame  of  your  Hos- 
podar,  that  fox  bloated  with  heavy  Teuton  blood),  for 
the  satisfaction  of  the  majority  of  your  compatriots 
who  have  stifled  the  rage  with  which  they  were 
shaking,  and  for  the  glory  of  the  minority  who  pre- 
ferred to  be  exiled  or  shot  rather  than  be  accomplices 
in  the  crime  ;  be  witness  too,  in  the  name  of  all  Slavs 
and  in  the  name  of  humanity,  of  the  deathless 
nobility  of  your  Serbian  brothers  and  of  the  ever- 
lasting blot  on  your  Bulgarian  brothers'  name. 

1  The  present  pamphlet  is  issued  at  the  request  of  Vladislav 
Savic,  late  of  the  Serbian  Press  Bureau  in  Belgrade. 
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At  any  rate,  do  not  claim  that  the  revolver-shot 
of  Sarajevo  set  off  the  guns  which  exploded  the 
powder  factory  of  armed  peace.  If  it  was  a  Serb 
who  struck  down  an  archduke,  it  was  an  emperor 
who  first,  cynically,  in  the  name  of  all  his  people 
and  in  presence  of  consentient  Europe,  raped  two 
Serbian  provinces  in  order  to  gratify  his  own  passion 
and  to  keep  them  under  lock  and  key  in  the  lap  of 
his  Austro-Hungarian  Empire,  that  harem  of  subject 
races.  Weigh  both  sins  in  the  same  balance,  and 
in  face  of  the  earlier  crime,  which  led  straight  to  the 
subsequent  one  and  which  was  not  merely  an  assault 
on  a  monarch  of  flesh  and  blood,  but  an  attempt  on 
the  very  sovereignty  of  Right,  wrenching  as  it  did 
from  a  people  a  bit  of  their  own  flesh,  opening  a 
living  gash  in  their  side,  say,  what  was  the  attitude 
of  Serbia  ?  She  kept  silence,  she  endured  and  pain- 
fully covered  her  bleeding  sore,  just  as  France  dealt 
with  the  wound  inflicted  so  near  her  heart  forty 
years  ago.  Then,  suddenly,  when  Austria,  with  un- 
satiated  lust  for  crime,  exulting  in  the  murder  of 
her  royal  son,  whom  she  abandoned  to  a  dog's 
burial,  sprang  right  at  Serbia's  throat,  handing 
to  her  victim  her  own  death-warrant  to  sign, 
without  a  trial,  without  the  respite  of  a  few  hours, 
but  with  the  pistol  pointed  at  her  temple,  and 
the  offer  of  no  alternative  save  execution  or  suicide 
— what  was  then,  what  again  was  the  attitude 
of  Serbia  ?  Fearless,  undismayed,  unangered  even 
by  the  outrage,  only  conscious  of  the  deadly  gravity 
of  the  hour  for  the  world's  peace  for  which  she  held 
herself  accountable,  Serbia  dropped  all  arrogance, 
all  rancour,  all  vanity,  astounding  friends  and  foes 


alike  by  her  magnanimous  compliance  with  the  most 
insolent  behest  that  a  small  people  had  ever  re- 
ceived from  a  great  one  .  .  .  and  upright  and  pure 
in  the  sight  of  history  she  consented  for  the  safety 
of  all  to  sacrifice  every  one  of  her  ambitions  save 
only  the  pride  of  her  independence.  "  Let  me 
breathe,  a  free  man,  the  free  air  of  heaven."  Sublime 
example  of  submission  without  loss  of  honour,  of 
nakedness  without  loss  of  modesty.  That  was  the 
bandits'  greatest  fear,  so  they 'hurled  themselves  on 
tiny  Serbia  to  chastise  her  innocence,  which  threw  a 
lurid  light  on  their  own  infamy. 

Thereupon,  mighty  Serbia  awoke  ;  mighty  to  de- 
fend before  all  other  nations  the  sublime  cause  which 
was  soon  to  fling  all  the  free  peoples  of  the  world 
into  the  conflict ;  mighty  to  multiply  in  her  sons  the 
exhaustible  strength  of  numbers  by  inexhaustible 
strength  of  heart  for  the  most  virile  determination 
ever  shown  by  a  people  since  the  Spartans  ;  mighty 
to  prove  to  Fate,  with  tranquil  smile,  that  the  essen- 
tial thing  for  man  is  not  to  live  but  to  deserve  to 
have  lived.  So  the  Haiduks  sprang  up  from  the 
rocks,  the  Guslars  kindled  and  thrilled  men's  souls, 
and  the  supreme  epic  Pesme"  was  chanted,  for  the 
Martyr  Lazarus  appealed  for  the  hundredth  time 
to  Marko  the  Liberator. 

Surpassing  wonder  of  this  first  duel,  wherein  the 
pygmy  stood  up  to  the  giant,  and  because  the  giant 
was  Number  and  the  Pygmy  Right,  the  pygmy  tumbled 
the  giant  head  over  heels,  planted  his  own  foot  on 
the  nape  of  his  neck,  snatched  away  his  arms  and  his 
conceit,  and  with  a  scornful  kick  sent  him  rolling 
back  into  his  den,  rubbing  his  sides  and  groaning 


aloud.  .  .  .  For  more  than  a  whole  year,  much  to 
the  rage  of  a  hundred  million  Teutons  aghast — to 
the  too  easy-going  joy  of  the  rest  of  an  absent- 
minded  world — the  heroic  little  militia  of  Serbia  was 
seen  to  crush  twice  over  the  imperial  troops,  to 
take  fifty  thousand  prisoners,  to  capture  two  hundred 
field-pieces,  one  hundred  maxims,  five  thousand  cases 
of  ammunition,  and,  alone  among  the  Allied  armies, 
to  liberate  the  soil  of  their  fatherland,  incontestably 
victorious  to  the  end,  although  the  capital  of  their 
puny  kingdom  seemed  as  it  were  lashed  to  the  hostile 
cannon's  mouth ;  although  a  quarter  of  a  million 
out  of  four  million  subjects  were  a  prey  to  all  those 
calamities  which  follow  in  the  wake  of  war,  as 
gleaners  follow  in  the  wake  of  harvest ;  and  although 
help  in  troops  was  not  forthcoming  from  their  big 
brothers  in  arms. 

The  brilliant  triumph  of  so  great  a  cause,  thus 
assured  by  such  a  small  people,  was  too  burning  a 
mortification  for  immense  Austro-Germany :  the 
poison  rankled  in  her  wounded  pride. '  The  Chief 
Brigand,  so  as  to  give  him  new  courage,  in  view  of  a 
more  secure  aggression — though  he  was  on  crutches 
and  with  bandaged  eye  after  his  rough  handling — 
set  about  recruiting  other  brigands.  At  last  the 
Allies  began  to  bestir  themselves  about  what  was 
taking  place  in  those  mountains.  They  trembled  for 
their  little  David,  whose  slender,  solitary  figure  was 
outlined  high  up  against  the  flame-red  sky,  like  a 
sentinel  before  the  barbarians.  To  meet  this  plot 
of  brigandage,  which  to  the  knowledge  of  all  Europe 
was  being  spun  to  annihilate  the  indomitable,  they 
long  dreamed  of  founding  a  league  of  Right  among 


the  neighbours  of  Serbia,  and  urged,  as  first  step, 
the  conquerors  of  Bregalnitza  in  1913  and  of  Tser 
and  Roudnik  in  1915  to  relinquish  ungrudgingly  in 
favour  of  beaten  and  traitorous  Bulgaria  a  disputed 
portion  of  Macedonia  reconquered  by  the  Serbians 
at  the  point  of  the  sword. 

Miracle  followed  miracle  ;  ever  increasing  was  the 
moral  marvel !  The  Serbians,  through  loyalty  to- 
wards the  Allies  and  through  self-denial  towards  the 
cause — the  motto  of  which  inscribed  on  our  standards 
was  "  the  pacification  of  all  hatreds  by  the  autonomy 
of  all  peoples  " — these  conquerors,  I  say,  were  seen 
to  capitulate  a  second  time  and  to  consent  to  the 
sacrifice  imposed  upon  them. 

But,  with  a  sneer  of  scorn  which  turned  up  the 
bristles  of  their  moustaches  over  their  sharp  teeth, 
the  Bulgarians  refused,  actually  refused  what  they 
exacted,  just  as  their  confederates  of  Vienna  a  little 
while  before,  when  they  laughed  in  their  sleeve  at 
the  ultimatum  they  had  presented.  War  at  all  cost, 
the  whole  of  the  booty,  Shy  lock's  "  pound  of  flesh  " 
cut  from  the  very  heart — that  was  what  their  ferocity 
claimed.  Accordingly,  under  the  very  eyes  of  the 
Allies,  who,  infatuated  with  their  ideal  of  legality, 
continued  to  indulge  in  inconclusive  negotiations, 
and  thereby  were  wasting  time  and  losing  their 
bearings,  the  Bulgarians  got  ready  to  deal  their  blow. 
One  single  loophole  of  safety  remained  to  little  Serbia, 
namely,  to  hurl  herself  against  the  traitors  before  they 
were  ready,  to  catch  the  brigand  unawares  in  his 
den  and  fell  him  to  the  ground  while  in  the  act  of 
whetting  his  cutlass. 

Unhappy  Serbia  !     Her  unyielding  rectitude  urged 
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her  to  ask  for  the  assent  of  her  mighty  Allies,  which 
assent  was  denied,  because  it  is  written  in  this  war 
that  we,  champions  and  victims  of  our  ideals,  will 
not  allow  a  speck  of  dust  on  our  ermine.  So 
again,  for  the  third  time,  Serbia  was  seen  to 
sacrifice  herself  on  the  immaculate  altar.  Straight- 
way, at  the  trysted  hour,  the  brigands,  re-equipped, 
rushed  forward  from  three  points  of  the  horizon, 
enveloping  her :  Austria  and  Germany,  arm  in 
arm,  supporting  mutually  their  tottering  weight, 
with  pockets  crammed  full  of  huge  guns  and  their 
mouths  full  of  noisome  gases,  while,  in  the  rear, 
crafty  Bulgaria  dealt  into  Serbia's  back  the  un- 
erring stab  of  her  knife. 

Desperate  struggle  this  time,  in  which  heroism 
grew  appalling  in  its  aspiration  after  nothing  but 
Death  ;  in  which  Right  exulted  in  being  crushed  and 
in  remaining  Right  even  though  crushed  ;  in  which  a 
whole  people  were  seized  with  the  madness  of  ex- 
termination, with  the  frenzy  of  ravage,  affording  the 
supreme  vision  of  little  Serbia  in  a  great  halo  of  blood, 
arrayed  in  lofty  pride,  as  it  were  in  the  midst  of  the 
imperial  arena,  falling,  a  virgin,  into  the  jaws  of  the 
wild  beasts.  "  Peace  ?  "  whispered  the  three  assassins 
in  voices  of  mock  pity.  "  Honour,"  replied  that 
wraith  of  a  people,  while  soldiers,  civilians,  old 
men  and  women  contested  inch  by  inch  every  stone 
of  Belgrade,  every  sod  in  the  plain,  every  rock  in 
the  ravine.  It  was  not  enough  to  hack  them  to 
death  on  the  spot,  they  had  to  be  torn  from  the 
soil  as  a  forest  is  uprooted  ;  nor  was  it  enough  to 
cut  down  a  man,  it  was  necessary  also  to  drive  away 
his  ghost,  which  with  rapture  stepped  into  the 


dead  man's  place.  So  from  valley  to  valley,  from 
mountain  to  mountain,  from  peak  to  peak,  through 
mist  and  haze,  now  here  now  farther  off,  the 
Serbians  fell  back — aloof  alike  from  each  other, 
aloof  from  us,  aloof  from  the  whole  world,  alone, 
aghast,  yet  transfigured  in  the  midst  of  this  mag- 
nificent nightmare.  Before  the  sheet  of  fire  which 
pursued  them  like  a  water-spout,  they  lost  men,  they 
never  lost  heart.  They  kept  intact  their  invisible 
strength,  closing  their  ranks  with  the  quick  and  the 
dead.  It  was  the  whole  soul  of  the  vanquished 
nation  making  head  against  the  triumphant  inferno. 
.  .  .  That  lasted  an  eternity,  in  which  time  was  no 
longer  counted  by  human  hours  taking  place  in 
nameless  regions  beyond  the  confines  of  space, 
somewhere  high  up  in  the  absolute,  away  towards 
the  summit,  supreme  and  impregnable,  where  Right 
takes  refuge  in  the  eternal. 

Oh,  why  cannot  God  be  prevailed  upon  to  bear 
witness  to  the  grandeur  of  man  ?  Who  is  there  to 
relate  these  things  to  the  crack  of  doom  and  to  re- 
ceive the  relics  of  these  immortals  ?  You,  at  least, 
peoples  of  the  whole  earth :  Allies,  who  fight  else- 
where for  the  same  immanent  holy  cause,  and  you, 
distant  peoples,  who  think  yourselves  unspotted  by 
the  splash  of  carnage,  quite  aloof  from  the  conflict 
for  Right — all  of  you  who  heap  up  well-earned  laurels 
around  the  scaffold  of  martyred  Belgium — if  there 
grow  flowers  of  remorse  anywhere  in  the  world,  bring 
them  in  sheaves  here  to  strew  them  on  the  corpse 
of  Serbia.  Come,  gather  yourselves  together  around 
this  desert  where  was  once  a  people,  and  just  as  the 
victorious  Serbian  soldiers,  a  little  while  ago,  in 
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treading  afresh  after  four  centuries  the  field  of  their 
national  disaster,  spontaneously  presented  arms  to 
their  ancestor  Lazarus  the  Martyr,  and  made,  like 
one  man,  the  sign  of  the  cross;  so  you,  peoples  of 
the  whole  earth,  do  honour  to  the  holocaust  of  Serbia, 
bare  your  heads  and  fall  on  your  knees. 

At  the  present  moment  the  whole  country  is 
nothing  more  than  one  immense  charnel-house,  still 
smouldering  with  the  last  embers  of  the  auto-da-f&, 
and  smoking  ominously  to  heaven  like  an  altar  of  old 
after  a  hecatomb  .  .  .  not  a  heap  of  cinders  uncon- 
quered,  not  a  single  Serbian  soldier  on  Serbian  soil, 
and  the  aged  king  himself,  broken  by  fate,  wander- 
ing along  the  banks  of  the  Amarissime,  searching,  in 
a  crazy  dream,  for  the  phantom  of  what  yesterday 
was  Serbia,  like  Lear  who  has  seen  the  death  of 
Cordelia.  And  you  are  exultant,  Bulgars  of 
Sofia,  Vienna,  Berlin,  Byzantium,  and  Athens  !  .  .  . 
What  an  illusion  !  What  folly  !  What  chastisement ! 

Our  cause  was  never  more  splendid  than  when 
our  ordeal  was  at  its  worst.  Belgium !  Serbia ! 
Two  crosses  erect  amid  the  desolation  of  ruin,  two 
nations  without  reproach,  tortured  and  left,  in  the 
hour  of  their  agony,  with  no  breath  of  life  in  their 
lips  but  a  sigh  sent  up  to  Justice.  .  .  .  These  are  our 
witnesses  at  the  bar  of  history,  these  our  martyrs 
who  ratify,  establish,  and  seal  with  their  blood  the 
sanctity  of  the  cause  of  France,  the  cause  of  the 
Allies,  and  the  cause  of  Right :  soldiers  of  Caesar, 
you  are  well  aware  that  the  Crucified  conquered 
the  world.  Let  the  two  causes  be  judged  together 
in  the  light  shed  by  these  martyrs  in  the  gloom  of 
their  Golgotha.  Judge  of  them  by  the  soldiers  of  the 


two  camps  who  meet  at  the  foot  of  the  gibbet — the 
apostles  who  have  drawn  the  sword,  the  butchers 
who  gamble  for  the  spoil. 

Yes,  after  seventeen  months  of  a  war  in  which 
some  still  dare  to  maintain  that  all  the  ideals  in- 
volved are  of  equal  value,  and  that  the  acts  of  pillage 
on  either  side  are  indistinguishable,  draw  up  the 
combatants  in  line  face  to  face,  ask  them  to  show 
their  hands,  to  show  their  work,  and  then  see  which 
of  them  has  justified  the  profession  of  faith  which 
he  made  the  first  day  of  the  war. 

First  we  have  the  picture  of  Germany  deemed 
triumphant  and  puffed  up  with  her  hollow  conquests, 
making  the  Allies  bend  under  her  iron  rod,  a  reeling 
giant  astride  Europe,  crushing  Belgium  with  one  boot 
and  Serbia  with  the  other,  demonstrating  in  this  way 
to  all  peoples  that  she  is  defending,  like  us,  their 
integrity.  Next,  Austria,  putrid  and  pestilential, 
the  hot- bed  of  every  filthy  infection,  serving  to  in- 
tensify her  virulence :  Austria,  devourer  of  peoples, 
monster  all  throat  and  no  head,  on  the  point  of 
bursting,  but  bent  on  gobbling  up  to  the  last 
moment.  Then,  criminal  Bulgaria,  still  warm  from 
the  womb  of  her  mother  Russia,  but  stabbing  her 
in  repayment  for  her  heroic  travail,  stabbing  her 
race  and  her  religion,  denying  her  past,  staining  her 
future,  dashing  to  the  ground  all  hope  of  agreement 
amongst  the  Slavs  and  turning  round  in  her  cradle 
to  strangle  her  twin-sister  Serbia.  Then,  the  accom- 
plice of  the  eleventh  hour,  anti-Grecian  Greece  of 
the  Kaiser,  maker  of  revolutions  contrary  to  the 
wishes  of  the  Greeks,  the  enemy  of  Bulgaria,  the 
enemy  of  Turkey,  ally  of  her  Serbian  brothers  in 
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the  event  of  danger — what  do  I  say,  oh  traitorous 
Athena  under  the  pointed  helmet  ?  More  than 
that,  the  god-daughter  of  France,  of  England,  and 
of  Russia,  baptised  a  second  time  with  glory  at 
Navarino,  idolised  by  all  the  West,  as  no  nation  in 
the  world  ever  was,  for  the  sake  of  her  tatters  which 
we  took  to  be  holy  remnants  of  her  divine  raiment 
of  antiquity  :  Greece,  with  the  advent  of  danger, 
sending  to  Russia,  to  England,  to  France,  and  to 
her  Serbian  brothers,  instead  of  a  force  of  two 
hundred  thousand  men  a  scrap  of  paper  torn  into 
four,  in  German  fashion,  and  slipped  discreetly  into 
an  envelope  bearing  the  imperial  seal  of  her  Prussian 
queen.  Finally,  to  complete  the  gallery,  the  dusky 
Asiatic  harpy  which  for  four  centuries  has  kept  its 
claws  dug  in  the  heel  of  Europe,  retarding  all  progress, 
and  which  Bulgarians,  Serbians,  and  Greeks  had 
sworn  in  their  holy  crusade  for  the  deliverance  of 
history  to  throw  into  the  Bosphorus  :  Turkey  in- 
vited by  Slavs,  by  the  victors  of  Kirkilisse  to  the 
butchery  of  Slav  allies;  provided  by  the  Germany 
of  Luther  with  plenary  absolution  for  the  massacre 
of  a  million  Christians,  entrusted  by  Prussia,  her 
patron,  with  the  mission  of  opening  the  road  to 
the  establishment  of  a  vast  Tartaro  -  Borussian 
Empire,  stretching  from  Hamburg  to  Bagdad  on  the 
ruins  of  Aryan  Europe.  What  an  incarnation  of  the 
epic  dream  of  Charlemagne,  heir  of  Rome  and 
conciliator  of  hostile  races,  wrho  desired  to  control 
the  world's  destinies  !  By  this  fearful  perversion  of 
the  fate  of  the  West  it  is  the  Turkey  of  that  ad- 
venturer Enver  Pasha,  who,  avenging  Xerxes 
twenty-five  centuries  after  Salamis,  is  making  the 
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blood-stained  tidal-wave  of  Asia  flow  back  over 
Europe,  and  it  is  the  Turkey  of  the  Young  Turks,  old 
pimp  of  Stamboul,  painted  up  like  a  vestal  of  Liberty 
— it  is  this  bastard,  fathered  by  Auguste  Comte, 
mothered  by  the  Marseillaise,  who  comes  chanting 
penitential  psalms  before  the  prison  door  of  her  victim, 
the  great  misunderstood,  the  great  slandered  one, 
foremost  ally  of  Kultur,  true  prophet  of  the  prodigi- 
ous butchery,  whose  red  kiss  imprinted  on  the  Kaiser's 
cheek  has  infected  all  Germany !  Open  the  dungeon  of 
Abdul-Hamid  and  let  him  at  length  contemplate  the 
world  of  his  dreams  as  realised  by  his  disciple  !  Let 
his  last  looks  feast  on  the  sight  of  it !  Let  his  thin 
nostrils  dilate  with  the  stench  of  all  these  dead, 
giaours  massacred  by  giaours,  Armenians  piled  upon 
Armenians,  and  let  the  four  Sultans — Abdul  delivered 
and  clinging  to  the  arm  of  William,  and  Joseph,  in 
rags,  arm  in  arm  with  Ferdinand — scale  together  this 
pyramid  of  millions  upon  millions  of  corpses  in  order 
to  kiss  one  another  on  the  summit  in  the  apotheosis 
of  Germany !  That  is  what  Kultur  is,  that  is  its 
work,  those  are  the  pledges  of  its  noble  cause.  Tell 
me  if,  for  the  production  of  so  brave  a  show,  history 
has  ever  witnessed  an  assemblage  of  felonies  like 
that? 

And  now  we  come  to  the  Allies  of  Right !  In  the 
first  place  we  have  republican  France,  who,  true  to  her 
dream  of  universal  brotherhood,  rushed  into  the  warde- 
liberately  to  defend  not  only  her  own  soil,  but  also  the 
survival  of  her  ideal  and  the  inheritance  of  humanity  ; 
next  democratic  England,  immutable  menace  to 
every  tyrant,  perpetual  safeguard  of  the  continent 
by  reason  of  her  command  of  the  seas,  island  of 
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*'  sacred  egoism,"  teaching  the  world  the  discipline 
of  complete  moral  freedom ;  next  also,  in  a  mar- 
vellous way,  plebeian  Italy,  who  all  but  declared  war 
in  advance  of  her  own  ministers,  and  who,  of  her 
own  free  will  and  with  full  knowledge  of  her  risks  and 
of  all  the  horrors  of  carnage,  rallied  to  the  ideal  of 
Justice  in  pursuit  of  a  greater  "  risorgimento  "  ;  last, 
but  not  least,  Russia,  integral  and  national,  the  Russia 
of  the  Duma  and  the  Zemstvos,  of  the  moujiks  and 
anarchists,  the  Russia  of  Bourtzeff  and  of  Kro- 
potkin,  the  magnificent  Russia  of  to-morrow  of 
which  this  war  is  the  blood-stained  cradle. 

You  flatter  yourselves,  Teutons,  and  you,  neutrals 
of  little  faith,  are  afraid  that  such  peoples,  whose 
strength  is  in  their  numbers,  in  the  unanimity  of  their 
will,  and  in  the  great  cause  by  which  they  are  up- 
lifted and  revealed  to  themselves,  can  be  overcome 
by  that  force  which  is  in  the  service  of  force  alone. 
...  Be  ready,  in  that  case,  to  record  that  the  whole 
history  of  humanity  is  bankrupt,  and  that  the  whole 
of  evolution  is  reversed,  bringing  us  back  to  cave-life, 
and  that  the  cosmos,  from  beginning  to  end,  is 
nothing  but  a  reeling  nebula,  all  because  the  Kaiser 
is  drunk  with  blood  ! 

As  for  us,  we  stand  erect  in  the  heart  of  the 
whirlwind  which  he  has  let  loose;  we  remain  clear- 
headed in  presence  of  his  madness,  holding  fast  by 
reason  and  spitting  out  the  blood  in  which  he 
drowns  us. 

To  the  monstrous  claim  of  Germany  that  she  is 
continuing  the  order  of  Nature,  and  is  accom- 
plishing her  masterpiece  by  elaborate  refinements 
of  colossal  bestiality,  we  oppose  a  loftier  mission 
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which  we  ask  of  none  but  ourselves,  and  we  re- 
pudiate Nature  in  order  to  have  the  right  to  call 
ourselves  men. 

We  deny  that  it  is  brute-force  which  always 
triumphs  in  the  struggle  ;  we  hold  rather  that  the 
victors  are  the  worthiest  and  the  noblest,  whose 
spirit  nerves  their  feeble  arms,  since  man  has  driven 
away  the  wild  beasts,  and  since  France  will  tame 
Germany. 

We  pity  the  Teutons  for  their  ideal  which  unites 
them  to  the  plesiosaurus  and  fetters  them  to  the 
prehistoric,  and  we  rise  higher  and  higher  without 
them ;  we  laugh  at  their  coarse,  short-sighted 
Kultur  which  does  not  see  man  in  the  universe, 
and  which  is  blind  to  the  soul  in  man  ;  we  laugh 
at  their  thick  heads,  insensible  to  the  vibrations — at 
present  so  faint,  but  yet  so  certain — of  the  invisible 
star  which  draws  nearer  and  nearer. 

They,  fanatics  of  the  "  Old  German  God,"  are 
atheists  because  of  their  baseness  ;  with  all  their 
heavy  genius,  they  sink,  while  we,  zealots  of 
sovereign  Reason,  ascend  with  all  the  force  of  our 
wings  and  believe  with  every  fibre  of  our  being. 

We  believe  in  the  new  law  which  is  evolving  out 
of  the  chaos  of  living  creatures,  to  manifest  itself 
in  man,  and  we  believe  that  man  only  rises  at 
length  above  himself  by  trampling  no  more  upon 
his  fellow-creatures,  and  that  the  whole  world  is  con- 
verging and  making  for  Justice  by  means  of  Man, 
whose  duty  it  is  to  justify  the  world  of  which  he  is 
but  the  remorse,  the  effort,  and,  as  it  were,  the 
supreme  redemption. 

Thus  it  is  that  in  the  midst  of  this  dismal  night- 
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mare,  we  have  confidence  in  life  for  which  we  create 
a  purpose ;  we  set  up  this  law  against  fate ;  we 
launch  this  sun  into  the  darkness  ;  we  perform  the 
great  act  of  faith  in  the  evolution  of  evolution  and 
in  the  transformation  of  the  world ;  we  swear  that 
the  old  law  of  murder,  which  has  already  ceased  to 
govern  fellow-citizens,  will  one  day  cease  to  govern 
peoples,  and  that  the  everlasting  creative  struggle 
will  be  resolved,  without  catastrophe,  into  a  rivalry 
free  of  hate. 

No  !  we  do  not  admit  for  an  instant,  we  have 
no  right  to  admit — on  the  contrary,  we  reject  as  a 
crime  against  the  spirit,  with  all  the  indignation  of 
our  conscience,  stronger,  if  need  be,  than  our  reason — 
the  prophecy  that  wars  of  hell  will  follow  one  after 
another  to  the  end  of  time  through  centuries  of 
hallucination  in  the  heart  of  a  monstrous  universe. 
.  .  .  Better  nothingness  than  this  abomination, 
better  to  strangle  our  little  children  in  their  cradles 
than  to  bring  them  up  for  this  orgy  of  assassins  ! 

No !  we  do  not  tolerate  the  blasphemy  that 
war  can  be  an  ideal,  for  that  dare  only  be  said  in 
German. 

No !  we  do  not  absolve  war  on  account  of  all  the 
heroism  it  begets,  because  at  the  same  time  it 
multiplies  crime,  and  whoever  has  seen  these  things 
once,  his  eyes  are  denied  by  the  sight  of  them  for  the 
rest  of  his  life,  so  that  he  blushes  to  raise  them  to 
the  sky. 

But  must  we  cry  out  again  so  that  the  very  stones 
can  hear  us  ? 

Who  is  there  who  does  not  feel  that  our  fervour 
for  this  war  is  nothing  less  than  our  horror  of  all 
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War,  and  that  our  Peace  has  only  put  its  hand  to  the 
sword  in  order  to  kill  the  crime  of  war  ?  Who 
does  not  see  that  the  indignation  of  the  just  is  but 
their  pity  in  revolt,  and  what  kind  of  pity  is  it  which 
whimpers  and  yet  does  not  cry  to  Justice  for  help  ? 
Who,  finally,  does  not  see  and  understand  that 
our  execration  of  Germany  is  but  the  shame  we  feel 
at  being  compelled  by  her  to  fight  her  with  her 
own  weapons,  and  to  resemble  her,  if  only  for  an 
hour,  under  the  cowl  she  makes  us  wear  in  order  to 
preserve  the  light  of  our  countenance  ? 

What  is  the  "  militarism  of  every  country "  ? 
Only  a  feeble  insignificant  imitation  of  Prussian 
militarism,  built  up  and  maintained  by  it.  And 
the  "  unity  of  the  human  mind  "  ?  What  would 
be  left  of  it  under  Kultur  ?  As  little  of  it  as 
Attila  left  of  flowers  in  the  meadow  through  which 
he  galloped.  If  we  were  to  waver  for  a  second,  the 
Brute  would  be  uppermost  for  centuries ;  if  we 
were  to  relax  a  single  muscle,  Humanity  would  be 
struck  down. 

Do  not  say  then  that  Europe  is  "  mad,"  but 
rather  that  Germany  is  infuriated ;  do  not  say  that 
this  war  was  "  fated,"  for  that  would  justify  Prussia, 
who  alone  wished  for  it  and  perpetrated  it  with  all 
her  ponderous  will,  tumbling  down  with  her  shells 
the  lofty  column  of  better  times  which  had  been 
raised  by  a  century  of  human  exertions  ;  but  say 
that  this  war  is  necessary  in  face  of  this  challenge 
on  the  part  of  sinister  force  ;  say  that  it  is  clear 
and  logical,  the  most  humane  of  any,  the  most 
deliberate  the  world  has  ever  seen ;  say  that  not- 
withstanding its  millions  of  mourners  and  all  its 
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miseries  and  anguish,  it  was,  in  its  calm  acceptance 
of  horrors,  the  most  holy  of  wars  for  France,  a  war 
"  with  clean  hands  and  pure  heart,"  a  war  of  the 
serene  Republic,  who  thereby  is  covering  herself 
before  history  with  a  glory  stainless  and  more 
dazzling  than  the  purple  in  which  the  master  of 
massacres  will  be  smothered. 

This,  then,  is  the  cause  of  France,  which  all  her 
Allies  have  adopted ;  this  is  the  instinct  which  has 
united  them  according  to  diplomatic  agreements,  or, 
if  need  be,  in  spite  of  them ;  and  this  is  the  meaning 
of  our  future  victory,  which  none  of  us  must  either 
sully  or  lessen,  for  we  are  drawn  into  the  conflict  by 
principles  greater  than  ourselves  :  Democracy  against 
Despotism,  the  extension  of  the  Revolution,  dis- 
armament by  the  conquerors,  harmony  against  hege- 
mony, the  free  unity  of  the  human  mind  and  the  free 
federation  of  peoples,  including  Germany  herself 
when,  in  the  hour  of  her  defeat,  she  shall  have  re- 
ceived republican  baptism  by  the  generous  blood 
of  the  sons  of  France. 

What  matter  if  this  dream  appears  too  fair  ? 
Something  of  it  will  survive  in  the  reality  of  to- 
morrow. What  matter  if  men's  infirmities  have  con- 
tributed to  the  grandeur  of  events  ?  What  matter 
if  the  sowers  in  furrows  which  flow  with  blood, 
blinded  by  the  red  fumes,  do  not  all  see  the  seed 
they  scatter  on  the  wind  of  the  shots  which  whistle 
by  bringing  freedom  in  their  train  ?  And  what  matter 
if,  on  the  morrow  of  the  war,  the  babel  of  all  those 
voices  which  have  been  hushed  for  a  time  allows  its 
confusion  to  ascend  to  heaven  ?  What  matter  if  such 
and  such  a  deed  is  disclosed,  if  a  man  here  and  there 
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is  at  fault  ?  From  the  first  day  of  all,  Germany  has 
sanctified  the  splendour  of  the  cause  of  France  by 
her  infamous  aggression,  and  already  the  noblest  of 
her  sons,  one  by  one,  are  bowing  to  the  truth. 

That  is  why,  with  all  things  shaking  around  me 
I  claim  at  least  this  supreme  joy,  the  loftiest  of  the 
thinking  mind,  of  being  able  to  embrace  a  certainty— 
that  the  dreadful  crime  of  Germany  will  be  engraved 
on  the  rock  for  ever. 

And  that  is  why,  in  writing  this  book,  I  experience 
only  one  regret,  and  that  is  that  it  has  been  written 
by  a  Frenchman.  Fain  would  I  have  been  a  foreigner 
and  a  neutral,  free  to  give  my  love  to  whom  I  chose, 
that  I  might  rush  to  France,  who  makes  her  bruised 
breast  a  shield  for  all  nations,  that  I  might  acclaim 
her  Queen  of  Humanity,  kiss  her  feet  in  the  blood- 
stained mire,  and  cling  close  to  her  heart,  in  which 
beats  the  everlasting  rhythm  of  Right. 


Some  Appreciations  of 

"Etes-vous  ne'itres  devant  le  crime?" 
By  PAUL  HYACINTHE  LOYSON 

Now  translated  into  English  under  th  •  title 

THE  GODS  IN  THE  BATTLE 

Le  Mercure  de  France  (Marcel  Rouff) : 

"P.  H.  Loyson's  book  hunts  down  all  the  subterfuges  of  dubious 
neutralities;  it  gives  chase  to  all  suspicious  timidities;  it  combats 
all  the  criminal  cavils.  .  .  .  All  this  part  of  the  book  (on  Remain 
Holland)  is  really  grand  and  tragic." 

Georges  Renard  (Socialist,  Professor  at  the  College  de  France) : 

'•  An  old  volunteer  of  1870,  like  myself,  cannot  admit  that  a 
Frenchman  should  lounge  in  a  foreign  country  and  hover  'above 
the  battle '  when  his  country  is  threatened  with  death,  together 
with  all  the  human  ideals  for  which  she  stands.  Therefore  I  applaud 
the  shots  fired  by  this  franc- tireur." 

Le  Progres  (Athens) : 

"Among  the  innumerable  books  which  the  great  war  has  pro- 
duced at  Paris,  this  is  one  of  powerful  interest  by  a  great  French 
patriot,  who  is  at  the  same  time  a  writer  of  indisputable  superiority." 

Boston  Evening  Transcript  (Alvan  F.  Sanborn) : 

"  A  striking  contrast  between  the  sturdiness,  strenuousness,  and 
boldness  of  the  ante-l<fMum  pacificism  of  Loyson  and  the  equivocal- 
ness  and  timidity  of  that  of  Holland." 

Le  Journal  dea  Drfbats : 

"This  masterly  lesson,  courageously  given,  will  not  be  lost." 
Le  Radical  (Eugene  Holland) : 

"Inspired  by  his  theme,  the  author  soars  to  the  heights  of  elo- 
quence, which  thus  far  had  only  been  reached  by  the  grand  lyric 
flight  of  D'Annuiuio.  This  book  will  live." 

Captain  Jean  Renaud,  author  of  the  book  "  Dans  la  Tranchee  "  : 

"  I  have  snatched  a  few  moments  to  read  you  between  two  volleys, 
before  starting  for  another  spot  where  firing  is  going  on.  With  all 
my  soul  and  all  my  strength,  and  with  all  those  who  in  the  army 
hold  a  pen,  I  place  myself  at  your  side.  The  book  of  Remain 
Rolland  is  a  defiance  to  all  who,  in  the  full  consciousness  of  their 
acts,  thrilled  with  patriotism  have  exposed  their  breasts  to  the 
rabble  let  loose." 

La  Bataille,  Syndicalist  organ  (Charles  Albert) : 

"A  good  and  beautiful  book,  just,  useful,  necessary.  A  valuable 
mine  of  documents.  The  author  has  drawn  up,  with  strict  method 
and  perfect  equity,  the  complete  indictment  of  the  '  Romain  Rolland 
case.' " 

Telegraaf  (of  Amsterdam) : 

"This  book  breathes  the  immortal  enthusiasm  of  France>  which, 
as  in  the  time  of  Joan  of  Arc,  fights  against  the  invader." 
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